





TEE 


I AGS 





Abe X, . s¢. 
SE ES SANA OANA EOLOSONSOOEUEOEI 

NSS SE AA x DX DXDX xDDD) 
BT Baa RAL aS Oe es Ne ae ae ei ae 
ASAHI TR PSE DT <TD DED DBI DR 
Cae : 





r 5 , 
2ST IID 





@ 














ee 


_ oS ncaa eRe 
“ae 
ey i 


OY SLOT SIZ: 
DT) 


+. o~ 4 > 
RANSANEAVEADEADTAISO Spree} Sete lychee 
le 





























TS : ~ —— ~- 
Vout. LXVII. No. 1.719 : 
= , ; thorough good licking (with the aid of the troops). Hooray for P 
ait eA Kitchener ! Fe 
AY ES, GLORY. gre 
Upon the Soudan scene e 
(What news could be bewitchin’er) o. 
CAay, The Dervishes have been eae 
Sad A-kitching it from Kitchener. m. 
\S The skies with cheers were rent ih 
A a . . . . “~ 
My (Which troops, in volleys fire to him), al 
And Kaiser Wilhelm’s sent ki 
. . AM 4 
A very pretty wire to him. ay 
Dined with the G. N. R. Enginedrivers and Firemen at Frascati’'s. 


Saturday.—Ran over to Cimiez to see how Her Most Gracious 
was getting on. Found her in capital trim, and just off to Cannes 
to attend the confirmation of Princess Alice (‘‘of Albany ”’). 
Accompanied her. Came back and started for an up-river trip on 
7 the Lily. Foundered off Vauxhall Bridge, and was gallantly 
By THE PaRTY ON THE Spor. rescued, amid screams and yells of the passengers. Touching 
tribute of anxiety for my safety. 
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Wednesday.—Being a member of several crack corps, set off early 


this morning (after creating much disturbance in the family circle Monday.—Went reviewing. Also to Hampstead Heath and the ve 
with my preparations) and joined several of them on the march. Palace (Alexandra)—with ninety-seven thousand companions this 418 
Am an enthusiast in the service of my country. time—also to the Crystal amd several music halls in the evening. Mess 
Continued my Auto-Mobile Tour, and got home rather tired. Glad or 
PASRIEE. the holidays are over. 

I hustle and bustle about me, explaining a Tuesday.—Had a quiet time at the Bolt Court Technical School 

Jag lye hee snag epee: —_ : oe Exhibition. Admired several technics and lunched at the Cheshire 

Entrain and detrain in the process of a - Cheese. Went down to Plymouth, where the Good Templars were 

_ That stands for the Rifleman’s holiday “ bust. having a meeting. They seemed rather pleased with the prospects 

No long, dusty marching <i ardour can stifle, and achievements of Good Templing, but wouldn’t drink my 

No jeers of the *Arry and ‘Arriet type, . health. However, I myself proposed — 


For Country and Queen I make play with my rifle, 
And when it’s all over I load up my pipe. 
Joined in a big recognaissance against the Dervishes—Egyptian 
cavalry seemed to astonish them a little. Got back in time to 
attend interesting meeting of the Hampstead Antiquarian and 
Historical Society. Went in the evening to St. Mark’s Church, 
Marylebone, and saw “ practises.”’ 


A TOAST (WITHOUT WATER, PLEASE) 


At Plymouth Good Templars, in meeting, 
Indulged in some sturdy oration, 
And seemed very happy repeating 
Their views upon ‘*‘ pub”’ compensation ; 
Success, then, to virtue’s exemplars, 
We'll vote for their tenets with plumpers, 


Thursday.—Wi if ers still. Also joined the Auto- ; 
Mobile ‘Cheb - Whitehall po ornate ‘on nol ’ in the South. A health so ig seg? ton ae Templars 
Very jolly. Previously took the Duke and Duchess of York down Let’s drink in Imperial bumpers ! 
to Sandringham quietly and comfortably. Then went and helped Left Plymouth and took the Bluecoat Boys for their annual visit 
to distribute the Queen's little white and red bags (-Maundy to the Mansion House. The Gopd Templars will be pleased to hear 
gifts), and so home. that the boys are no longer offered the glass of sherry that once 

Friday.—Had a hot cross bun. Started several cricket clubs on upon atime they were; they get the cash instead. Cash value for 
their career for the season. Went with forty-two thousand odd everything now-a-days, you know. It’s a sordid age. I could do 
other people to the Alexandra Palace and had “a regular day of it.” with a lot more cash myself! 

THe Sporrer. 


aa o i . » Dervishes : 
Incidentally ran over to the Soudan again and gave the Dervishes 4 











Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contri 
unless accompan 


butions, artistic or literary, pontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
ied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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FAR GONE. 
(SckNE—CHAMBERS IN CLIFFORD'S INN.) 


Tenant.—-* Why, how's this, Mrs. Tubbs, the brandy bottle is quite empty?” | 
_ Mrs. Tubbs (the Laundress).—‘‘ THE Mice ’as BIN at 1T!—(hic)—that-sh the wust o’ | 
livin’ in these 'ere ole anshun’ plazes—(hic)— they gits at everythink”’ 





‘On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “ Fun’s’”’ WASHERWOMAN. 


WELL, I s’pose you’ve pretty nearly all 
come back from your ’olidays, with light 
’earts, an’, I fear, lighter purses; but 
still, I’ve no doubt the change did you 
good, an’ that your change did others 
good. Those of you wot was foolish 
enough to get swelled ’eads will jist ’ave 
time to get ’em down to a decent size by 
Witsun, an’ then you can start again. 
But it’s a questshun whether ‘‘all’(s)well 
that end(s)well.” 

Wot a glorius victory over them 
Dervishes! But I knew well enough 
that wen wunce Kitchener got within 
range 'e woud make it warm for ’em; 
why, they simply flue! Though it was, 
so to say, a black look-out an’ ended in 
smoke, yet it wasn’t a black look-out, an’ 
didn’t ‘‘ end in smoke,”’ wich is called a 
paradox, or some sich animal. Mahmud 
was caught hidin’ina hole. He certinly 
' was ‘in a hole,” an’ got a good ‘‘hidin.”’ 

Did you read about the Lord Bishop 
of Marlborough being’ driven toa church 
at Brentford on a coster’s shay? That’s 
wot I like; no false pride about ’im, eh ? 
It don’t matter wot you drive to the next 
world in, so long as you drive straight. 

Don’t forget Primrose Day; let the 
mem’ry of the great statesman hever 
bloom in your ’earts. I allus gives those 
of my washers an’ ironers who wear the 
flower, a drink, and there ain’t one wot 
don’t ’ave a big bunch stickin’ in my 
eye. 

a an’ Ameriky are pretty long- 
winded. Wen there’s so much “ wind”’ 
about fightin’ it gin’rally blows over. 

Jay seems a funny name for a money- 

c lender; I thought it was the borrowers 
_ / what was usually the “ jays.”” They say 
‘‘ borrowed money is no good,” so you'd 
better be careful, spechully as there’s 
£500 worth of counterfeit coins knockin’ 
about London, though I daresay some 
of it took a trip to the seaside this 




















(hic). Easter. 


——- 








Scots Wha Hae! 


Messrs. JoHN Dewar anv Sons LimITED, promoted a splendid 
fancy dress ball for their friends, patrons, and countrymen, at 
Covent Garden, on Wednesday evening, the 6th inst. The 
costumes were ingenious, tasteful, and quaint, displaying in many 
instances originality and well-matured invention of the grotesque 
order. There were ten prizes respectively for ladies and gentlemen, 
and the competitors were numerous. Ultimately the ladies’ first prize 
(inlaid carved ebony cabinet) was awarded to Mrs. Fownes, who repre- 
sented the growth of the odourless, but beauteous, butterfly orchids 
This character was exceedingly chaste and harmonised with this 
lady’s undeniable charms. ‘“ Empress Josephine " took the second 
prize (cycle), and the third prize (dressing bag with silver fittings) 
went to a lady arrayed in firewood and red silk. A silver toilet set, 
the fourth prize, was gained by a confection called ‘“ Herr Andrée 
Expedition,’ and an ‘Up the River" took the fifth prize (silver 
belt). The lady ieiaaitig’ gracefully as an artist’s palette received 
the sixth prize (gold keyless watch), and the three remaining prizes 
went to ‘‘ Nautch Girl,” “ Practising at the Bar,’’ and ‘“‘ Hungarian 
Hussar.’’ Mr. Chas. Kenning headed the gentlemen's list of awards, 
and won a capacious and well-fitted mahogany punt, by Tagg and Son. 
The second prize fell to ‘‘ Nelson.” This make-up was wonderfully 
true to the portraits, in every particular, even as to stature. 
‘* Lobengula’’ (Mr. Mott) went off with a by no means scanty 


dressing bag, and ‘‘ Charles the First '’ secured a gold watch. The 





most original and humorous make-up of all, and, in my humble 
opinion, entitled to paramount recognition, was Mr. Hubber’s 
‘Girl I Left Behind Me."’ His front was that of a private soldier ; 
his rear resembled a servant girl. 


This soldier lad to the ball did come 
With a ‘“ slavey’”’ slung behind him. 


‘Francis lst’’ gained the sixth, and the remaining four prizes were 
commendably allotted. The Sportsman's p:ize, a hunter worth 100 
guineas, was won by a lady arrayed as ‘‘ Queen of Sports.” An excel- 
lent dance programme was enhanced by the melodious music of 
the band of Her Majesty’s Scots Guards, conducted by Mr. H. T. 
Dunkerton. The Highland dances were accompanied by pipers. 
The stewards and others were unremitting in their attentions, 
and I feel sure everyone present was heartily pleased with the 
entire proceedings. 
“And we shall ever love it 
While our lives may Dewar.” 


Compensation! 


THERE'S compensation in each lot, 
No sophistry this truth perverts; 

For, while the desert we have got, 
The Dervish, too, gets his deserts. 












































































ApriIL 19, 1898. 

















Air by the Gallon. 


PROFESSOR DeEwarR, lecturing the 
other day on ‘Liquid Air’’ (we should 
have thought that a gentleman with so 
spirituous a name would have chosen to 
lecture on liquid whiskey), said that a 
few years ago this commodity could only 
be obtained by the pint; now a gallon of 
it could be produced with the greatest 
ease. We are glad of it, and hope 
the directors of the Underground 
Railway will make a note of it. Let 
them lay it on in pipes and funnels so as 
to purify their tunnels. We crave 
pardon, but the staggering nature of the 
discovery made us unconsciously drop 
into poetry, after the manner of Silas 
Wegg. 








Hail ! 


(‘*A Hailstorm Insurance Company 
has been formed. It will be a boon and 
a blessing to stricken farmers.’’-—Even- 
ing Paper.) 

SrncE the weather’s uncertain as a miss 

Whose fickleness has ne’er been known 

to fail, 
We’re bound to give to such a scheme as 
this. 

A very welcome and _ appropriate 

‘* Hail!” 
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After Dinner. 


Host (seeing Arthur Balfour drinking 
sherry).—‘ Port, Arthur—port!”’ 

Balfour.—‘‘ Why, ah, why? (Wei- 
Hai-Wei.) Do you think I should have 
Chusan (chosen) better ?”’ 


The ‘Romance of the Pipes, 
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She.—‘' Now, isn’t ours a lovely country? Don't you admire the first tender greens?” 
He (Visitor and Golfomaniac ).—‘‘ Oh, the country’s all right enough; but as for your 
greens, they seem to want a lot of seeing to!”’ 
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The Old Spirit. 








Lo, now, a lady fair and good, 

Refined of mien and blue of blood, 

Who of true British hardihood 
Admires our sterling types, 

Would fain bestow her velvet cheek, 

Her heart so leal, her hand so sleek, 

And her hundred golden pounds a week 
On the Hero of the Pipes! 


And why has not the youth upleapt, 

With frantic gladness, to accept 

A boon by which he’d aye be kept 
From all the strokes and stripes 

Of poverty? Why halts he o’er 

A prospect of rich blessings—more 

Than his, who (beech-embowered of yore) 
Discoursed on dulcet pipes ? * 


Say, does he (wisely boding) fear 

The Caudle-lecture, stern, severe, 

Which, in this woman-governed sphere, 
The husband’s soul begripes, 

When—thoughtless of impending doom— 

The curtains of the drawing-room 

He’s ruined with the stench and stoom 
Of ’baccy from his pipes ? 

Or is his heart already laid, 

Upon the shrine of some sweet maid, 
Who from his eye—when griefs invade 
His soul—the teardrop wipes ; 

Who glories with him in his glee ; 
And, whether gay or grave he be, 
Still in his ear melodiously 
Her faithful love-note pipes ? 
° . « Thehappy Tityrus 


Piping underneath his beechen bowers — TENNYSON, 


(Piper Findlater has had a second offer of marriage—this time 
from a lady who places at his disposal her income of £5,000 a year. 
He is not, however, unduly elated by the proposal.—Globe. ] 


(‘* The news of victory must be in London to-night.”” Such was 
the business-like way in which Colonel Murray addressed the 
Seaforth Highlanders before the battle of Atbara.—Daily News.] 


No! our fame has not fled, 
Nor our ardour grown cold; 

And the spirit’s not dead 
Which inspired us of old; 

Who fears for the future of England 
When her sons are so dashing and bold ? 


“ To-night the good news 
Of the fight we must flash, 

Not a moment to lose— 
Then the sabres did clash, 

And the Dervish was broken and scattered, 
Overwhelmed by the desperate dash ! 


O heroes long dead, 
Men of glorious deed ! 

The blood that ye shed 
Was as bountiful seed 

To produce in your sons the same spirit, 
So that the whole world may take heed ! 


Modern proof’s close at hand, 
You may find it, in brief, 

In Wilson’s last stand, 
And far Chitral’s relief, 

While the capture of Dargai proclaims us 
Of valorous nations the chief, 


By the nations we're pressed, 
By our rivals beset, 

And the cynics attest 
That the past we forget ;— 

sut they'd better beware of the Lion, 
For there's plenty of pluck in him yet! 


—— 
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ALL THE DIFFERENCE. 
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Pea Aye, but be prepared to st 
\nd all the world will fawn— 
land open foe dislike 
e sword that’s freely drawn 
The man-of-war for action cleared, 
The troops prepared to land, 
The loaded gun—are greatly feared 


understand! 


‘Tis these men 


speak and swift to act 
Soft words and certain blow 
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I mea it, NOG Money. 


let eve for eye, and tooth for tooth 
Be still the Statesman’s cry 
And take them without qualm or rut 
Nor let the chance slip by— 
For eve, ah yes, a dozen eyes 
For tooth, a dozen teeth 
And see your sword for ever lies 


Within an easy sheath! 


Be firm, and Britain rules the earth 
Be strong as you are wise— 
There is nothing of any worth 
3ut you may claim as prize! 
Be steadfast in one clear, straight course; 
See out the game you've planned ; 
Remembering it’s but brute force 
The foolish understand ! 


Yes, Peace with Honour! Well, my boy, 

so far the game you've won; 

But all your strength you must employ, 
There's 


much still to be done 
{t vou though fools ‘may murmur 
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Caste on an Island. 
CHAPTER VIII.—‘ THE RIVAL QUEENS.” 


Tue Pirates had deserted their Queen. There was no mistake 
about that. The sounds of their retreating footsteps came faintly 
across the valley, and Polly leaned gracefully on the handle of her 
mop—waiting events. 














. Pp - 
Serre. ES 


SNAPPED HER FINGERS IN THE DuCcHESS’ FACE. 


Her Grace the Duchess flung open the door of the hut and eyed 
her rival sternly. 

** At last,”’ she snarled, “ you are in my power, you—— creature. 
You, and your precious Pirate King. Return me England’s sacred 
Poll Lteed; laced h bo 

y p er arms akimbo, and snapped her fingers 
the Duchess's face. ‘Florence, Duchess Rosemary,” o 
exclaimed, ‘‘ don't you wish you may get them!” 

** You have my ultimatum,” said the incensed Duchess. ‘“‘ Either 

ou return me Britannia’s shield and trident in‘one hour or die. 

ddycut, push this insolent jade into the hut, and put one of 

your men to guard her, or rather guard her yourself and see she 
escapes me not.” 

And Duchess Rosemary, having seen her order executed, stalked 
majestically away. 

* And the Pirate King?” shouted Ruddycut after her. 

“ He is harmless! Let him go hence." 

The Sanguinary Scourge, after a mild protest in not being treated 
as @ prisoner of war, to be shut up in the same hut with Polly, 
went off towards the pirate village, leaving Mr. Small, the sole 
oo a of the invading force, fuming up and down outside the 

Ute 

‘“*I protest against this outrage,’ muttered Mr. Small, savagely. 
“Tis ting the uniform of a British officer. They don’t lock 
me up, bind my hands, or even say I’m harmless. I'll be hanged 
if it ain't beastly humiliating,” and the little man sat by the side 
of the hut and almost wept. 

For a long while he gazed at the victorious Ruddycut mounting 
guard outside the hut. 

Presently a soft, low voice came through the wooden wall almost 
close to his ear. 

“ Alexander Hercules, dear,” it said. ‘(Are you there ?”’ 

Yes!" he telephoned back. ‘‘ Who are you? ”’ 

“Polly! Are you free?” 

* Alas! yes,” said the little middy, blushing. 

“Then hie thee back to Sanguinary, with the trident, and bring 
back that rascally band, but first go and tell the Duchess that her 
prisoner is making violent love to the sentinel, and is about to 

escape."’ 














“ But,” objected Mr. Small, ‘‘ that would not be the—— ”’ 

“Could you not tell a lie, dear Alexander Hercules?” purred 
Polly. 

s i hundred, if necessary, dearest Polly,” said Mr. Small, jump- 
ing to his feet, and springing past Ruddycut. 

e found the ae se calmly warming her feet by the fire in her 
boudoir, for Britannia’s sandals formed but scant protection on a 
chilly night. 

“What means this intrusion, vile renegade,” she exclaimed, 
raising her glasses, as Mr. Small came panting in. 

“'Tis lése majesté, most queenly Grace,” he said hoarsely. 
‘“‘ Your life and liberty are in danger. Fly! Fly at once.” 

“Explain your incoherent words, Mr. Small,’”’ said the Duchess, 
severely. 

‘‘Ruddycut, your Grace’s trusted sentinel, has turned traitor. 
He has fallen a victim to Queen Polly Flinder’s charms, and they 
are even now preparing for flight—-TOGETHER! ”’ 

“Say you so,”’ said the Duchess, starting to her feet in a fury. 
“‘Then arm me for the fray, Mr. Small, I go to foil their plans, and 
punish the miscreants. Quickly! My helm. I'll show them the 
metal I’m made of.” 

‘‘ Britannia metal,’ said Mr. Small, placing the helmet firmly 
on her head, and watching her as she waddled off. ‘I would give 
something to see the fun, but duty, duty, Alexander.” 

And shouldering the trident, which he had concealed from the 
Duchess, he strode off towards the pirate village. 

“The way is long, the wind is short,’’ gasped the Duchess, un- 
consciously misquoting a popular poet, as she approached Polly’s 
temporary prison. No faithful sentinel was stationed at the door 
to salute her, and she banged open the door with a loud crash. A 
sight met her gaze that filled her soul with fury. Polly had made 
good use of her opportunity, and was seated on a hastily-erected 
dais, while Ruddycut, the bandit chief, was slavishly kissing her 
hand. 

‘‘ And so, traitors! ’’ hissed the Duchess, “I’ve caught you, have 
I! Ruddycut, I arrest you for high treason, and, as for you, 
minion, I——”’ 

‘‘Stop!” exclaimed Ruddycut, rising to his feet. ‘* Duchess, 
your power is gone. Those that make can break. I am going to 
depose you, and proclaim Princess Polly, Queen of the Bandits.”’ 

‘‘Ha! ha! Duchess, ”’ laughed Polly, tauntingly. 

‘‘And when may I ask,” said the Duchess scathingly, ‘does 
this interesting ceremony take place? ”’ 

“At once,” replied Ruddycut, “ The Princess of er—er—Meroker 
says you're ‘no class,’ and the sooner you’re deposed the better.”’ 

“Then lead the way,” false traitor, I will settle the question 
with my people, not with you.’”’ Ruddycut advanced to the door of 
the hut and blew a loud whistle on his fingers. In a few minutes 
his summons was answered, and the Banditti, in various forms of 





“Fry! Fry, aT once!” 


half-undress, answered his call. They formed an expectant group 
round the Duchess, Ruddycut, and colly, who were now stationed 
wutside the hut 
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“Friends and well-wishers,” roared Ruddycut, now thoro 
aroused, ‘‘ [ have lately had information oo the highest me 
source that our newly-elected Queen is ‘no class.’ Scisika Sees 
Ruddycut acknowledges his error in placing the Duchess Florence 
before you without having proved her antecedents. Her assumed 

has deceived us all. I ask you to depose your present Queen 
and elect in her place the beauteous damsel now stationed by her 
side. Shout! shout! my comrades, and let your shout be ‘ Polly, 
Princess of Meroker, the Queen of the Bandits!’”’ 

A mighty shout went up from the assembled company as they 
heard the words of their Chief. 

The Duchess stamped her feet, and, with suppressed fury, tried in 
vain to speak, but her words were lost in the agonised cries that came 
at this moment from the hills. 

The Pirate Band were advancing to the relief of their Queen, led 
by the Sanguinary Scourge, and ably seconded by Mr. Small, doing 
fearful execution, as rearguard, with the fatal trident. 

Mr. Alexander Hercules Small grasped the situation at once, and 
relinquishing his post as rearguard, advanced boldly to the front, 
waving the trident. 

“I forbid the banns!”’ he said, sternly. 


[To be continwed.} 




















Waftings from the Wings. 


Julia, the new play at the Royalty, was primarily designed to 
display the abilities of Miss Louie Freear. Well, it does dis- 
play her abilities, but not quite in the right fashion. There is at 
once too much and too little of her; too much in quantity, but 
not enough in quality. The story isa little mixed. Juliais the 
daughter of a broken-down reprobate who was once a gentleman, 
and can never sufficiently forget the fact to work for his living. He 
and his daughter are in the direst poverty. Julia’s twin-brother, 
Tom, has already run away, no one knows whither, though Julia 
receives a letter from him, without any address, announcing that he 
has secured a place as a page boy. Living in the same house as 
the Minnivers, that is Julia’s surname, is a young gentleman 
who has been disowned by his mother because he will not marry the 
woman of her choice, but prefers his own. He is a distant cousin 
of Mr. Minniver, strangely enough. There appears in the newspaper 
agony columns an advertisement from this young gentleman’s 
mother, Mrs, Merridew, offering to adopt Minniver’s son if his 
whereabouts can be discovered; for young Minniver is a sort of 
relation of hers. No sooner does Minniver senior see this than 
visions of fortune and luxurious idleness float before his eyes. 
Horror! Where is Tom? Alas, no one can tell. Mrs. Merridew 
arrives and insists on taking Tom away at once or not at all. What 
can he do? Brilliant idea. Dress Julia as Tom—they are exactly 
alike, and pass heroffashim. No sooner thought of than done, and 
Julia goes away in trousers. Would you believe it? It is at this 
very house—Mrs. Merridew’s house—that the real Tom is page boy. 
Tom is, I am sorry tosay, a young thief, and purloins everything 
he can lay his handson. He is about to be charged with theft 
when Julia and her father arrive on the scene. Somehow or other, 
Julia is mistaken for Tom, and Miss Freear has to appear in quick 
succession as Julia, the real Tom, and Julia pretending to be Tom. 
A little complicated, is it not? Miss Freear is funny and pathetic 
whenever she gets the chance, but by far the most artistic and 
amusing performance in the piece is that of the down-at-heel father 
of bp Robb Harwood. This is a bit of genuine comic acting, rich 
and ripe. 

Julia is preceded by Mr. Courtenay Thorpe’s adaptation of 
Rudyard Kipling’s Whe Light that Failed, bearing the same title. 
It shows how Dick is stricken with blindness, and how the girl who 
had just previously refused him comes back and relents because of 
his affliction. Mr. Thorpe, as Dick, was not very convincing, he 
did not realise the manly young fellow whom Kipling created, 


The Belle of New York rings the changes very pleasantly on the 
usual style of English musical comedy. It is not that it is better 
than our best, it is simply different, and, therefore, fresh and 
pleasing. In the matter of taste, el ce, harmony of colour, 
and lyrical daintiness, it is very far behind the productions we look 
for at the Gaiety or Daly’s; but in abandon, merriment, go, 
Vivacity, it gives us an easy beating. Every member of the 
chorus and dancing troupes seems imbued with the idea that she is 
necessary to the success of the affair, and she putsan amount of life 
and gaiety into the whole thing that would shame our own show 
girls into at least a semblance of animation if they could be given 
the opportunities of seeing our visitors. As a beauty show, too, The 
Belle of New York is all that it should be. The Casino girls are 
not prettier or handsomer than our own Gaiety syrens, but they 
are equally good to look upon in a different style. And, my, aren’t 
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they just smart? Smart to their finger tips, the ends of their 
foes, They are never still, never statuesque, always media 
fascinating, charming. As to the play, it is built on the 

model, with variations, and consequently has no plot whatever, 
There is a thin thread of a story, which bobs up now and 
again. Such as it is, it shows us a racketty young man 
about town, the son of a millionaire in the country, who 
is also leader of the local purity brigade. The father arrives 
in time to stop his marriage with the Queen of Comic Opera, 
&® divorcée of twelve previous experiences. Then the young- 
ster falls in love with a little French maid, but he finally succumbs 
to the Belle of New York, none other than a little Salvation Army 
girl. The father turns out to be quite as giddy a thing as his son, 
and the curtain falls at last on a scene of reconciliation and general 
rejoicings. The father, the leader of the brigade, is a t cure, 
and there is a polite lunatic who wanders on and off intent on 
killing somebody, and is screamingly funny. There are also twin 
Portuguese noblemen, a “ Bowery tough "—corresponding to our 
Whitechaps! larrikin—and others who keep the ball rolling with 
unflagging spirit. All the parts are wonderfully well played. Mr. Dan 
Daly, as the father, is the possessor of a method at once dry and 
infinitely droll. He became a favourite at once. Miss Edna May, 
the heroine, is just as sweet as honey; she can sing, she is very 
pretty, and she has style and spirit. Miss Phyllis Rangin is 
another young lady who caught onatonce. She, too, sings prettily, 
and is comely withal. Mr. Harry Davenport isa pleasant young 
hero, and carried his part along with much clever business. Mr. 
Frank Lawton is one of the finest whistlers we have ever heard, and 
he is an excellent comedian. The first night was a huge success, as 
well it deserved to be. Mr. Kerker'’s music is just the sort of thing 
that is wanted; bright, tuney, light, and entirely unambitious. Mr. 
Morton, the author, has filled in the songs and dances with many 
American drolleries, and deserves well of us all. The success of the 
whole thing is very largely due to Mr. Lederer, the manager, who 
produced the piece and made it rush along irresistibly. Messrs. 
Williamson and Musgrove have certainly got a thumping success at 


the Shaftesbury this time. 
GOSSAMER. 


Quite in keeping with the traditions of the Adelphi Theatre is 
the four-act drama, The Heart of Maryland, by David Belasco, and 
played by Mr. Charles Frohman’s New York company. The theme 
is suggested by the American Civil War. Colonel Alan Kendrick, 
of the Northern forces, loves a Southern lady (Maryland Calvert), 
The latter's home is at ‘‘ The Lilacs,’’ Boonesboro’, “ n walled 
by the hills of Maryland.”’ His father, General Hugh Kendrick, 
commands the Southern forces. Colonel Fulton Tho is 
found amongst the Southern officers having been drum- 
headed out of the Northern forces by Alan Kendrick, 
and consequently there is bitter emnity between the two. 
Tom Boone is an ardent, but rejected, lover of Maryland 
Calvert. In despair he enlists in the Southern forces. orpe 
obtains from Maryland's brother, Lloyd, important knowledge of 
the movements of the Northern forces, and sends same on to 
General Kendrick. Amongst the exchange prisoners is Alan, who 
is being sent right into the melée. Maryland is warned by her 
brother of the impasse, and she hurriedly communicates the danger 
to Alan. General Kendrick makes the Lilacs his headquarters, and 
appoints Lloyd his military secretary. The latter secretly makes a 
copy ofa plan. In trying to pass the sentry he gets shot and rushes 
back, only to fall dying into the hands of Thorpe, who secures the 
duplicate plan. Previously Alan, in the disguise of a Southerner, 
manages to reach the Lilacs to get a glimpse of his sweetheart. 
Just after Lloyd’s death Alan is caught and brought into the 
presence of his father, who is reluctantly compelled to send him 
for court-martial. He is condemned to be hung as a spy, Thorpe 
having compromised him with the ce found on Lloyd. Alan is 
imprisoned in the old church, in the vestibule of which Thorpe, 
who, owing to the death of General Kendrick, is in command 
holds his headquarters. Maryland, in the meantime, has c 
the lines and obtained a letter from the Northern General, addressed 
to the deceased Colonel Kendrick, asking the latter to delay 
the execution of Alan. She hands the letter to Thorpe, who 
gloats over her despair when she learns that her errand is tless. 
Alan is brought in for execution. Thorpe taunts him and attem 
to kiss Maryland. She struggles, and a bayonet, with w 
she stabs him. She unpinions Alan, and flings ‘’s cloak over 
him, bidding him escape. Thorpe manages to crawl to the door to 
call the sentry, Tom, Maryland’s rejected lover. = 
tells Tom to fire at the fugitive. Tom, # reputed dead shot, fires in 
the air instead. The alarm is raised,and the church bell is ordered 
to be rung. Maryland rushes up into the belfry, seizes hold of the 
clapper just as the bell is swung, and, violently swinging with it, 
effectually stops the bell sounding. These scenes worked the 
audience up into great excitement. The applause was deafening, 
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and the curtain was raised very many times. The final act 
| witnesses the defeat of the Southerners, who are forced for 
refuge into the Lilacs, where they make their last stand. 
_Alan calls upon Thorpe to surrender. He doggedly refuses. 
A parley is held, during which Alan hands a letter to Thorpe’s 
lieutenant. The letter is from the Southern General, who denounces 
Thorpe as traitor. He is forthwith put under arrest, and hostilities 
terminate in the joyful meeting of Alan and Maryland. Mrs. 


Leslie Carter and Mr. Edward J. Morgan, upon whom the bulk of 


the hard work, as Maryland and Tho respectively, devolves, 
Mr. Maurice Barrymore, as Alan Kendrick, coming next in ardour, 
all acquitted themselves to the fullest satisfaction of the audience, 
who continued to call for and applaud them, and the others who 
strongly contributed to the success of the play, several minutes 
after the lights were lowered. This is another grand triumph for 
the Adelphi. 


“‘Gordon’s Last Stand at Khartoum” is a recent addition to 
Madame Tussaud’s Exhibition. This brave man is calmly facing a 
horde of howling, ferocious Dervishes, who are rushing upon him as 
he stands upon the steps of the Government depét. Behind him 
there has fallen his faithful Egyptian attendant transfixed with the 
enemy’s spear. The entire tableau is a wonderfully-effective chef 
d’euvre. It is 13 years since Gordon’s betrayal. The Sirdar’s 
Atbara victory has practically avenged that. 


A brilliantly-sunshiny day inaugurated the re-opening of the 
Alexandra Palace on Good Friday. The public met the matter 
with prolific appreciation ; visitors swarmed the turnstiles, which 
registered 42,170 entrants. Selections from the ‘‘ Messiah’’ were 

iven in the Central Hall. The artistes—Madame Marie Duma, 

me Belle Cole, Mr. Charles Chilley, and Mr. Charles Copland 
—and the choir of the Alexandra Palace Choral Society, 1,200 
strong, conducted by Mr. G. Riseley, elicited enthusiastic applause. 
Mr, H. J. Baker presided at the organ, and Mr. H. Lewis led the 
orchestra. In the evening an orchestral concert was performed. 
Madame Marie Elba and Mr. Henry Beaumont each sang well- 
known songs, which received encores, and Mr. Gerald Walenn 
played a violin solo. Such a propitious commencement portends a 
successful season for Mr. Hawkins, the indomitable lessee. The 
northern suburbs have long wanted a place of public recreation. On 
Easter Monday nearly 100,000 crammed the place. 


The Opera Comique was re-opened on Easter Monday under the 
management of William Holles. A couple of new and farcical 
comedies, Blunders and The Cousin from Australia, were performed 
with more or less success. The latter comedy led one to anticipate 
a new Lord Dundreary, a part created by Sothern in Owr American 
Cousin,~ The anticipation was not realised. 


Mr. C. Dundas Slater, who will be shortly succeeding Mr. Alfred 
Moul in the general management of the Alhambra Theatre, is 
anxious to correct the impression that he is immediately assuming 
the duties of his new appointment. It will be some few weeks 
before he does so, and in the meantime much inconvenience will 
be saved both to himself and to Mr. Moul if this fact is generally 


understood. 


The Kaiser has changed, apparently, in his demeanour towards 
us Britishers. It is announced that his Grand and Imperial 
Majesty intends to reside in the Scottish Highlands this summer 
in the, it is rumoured, vicinity of Blairathol. Doubtlessly, amongst 
his many beverages will be found, for the sake of consistency, 
the Royal Blairgowrie whisky, which will certainly ameliorate his 
temper with its mellowness. Now, ye Heralds, dlare it forth! 


“Fun” in Earnest. 
WHAT HE THINKS OF THINGS IN GENERAL. 


That Soudanese tonic is really splendid; it will do us a lot of 
good. We feel new men already. We were beginning to fancy 
ourselves in a rapid decline, to fear that dissolution was approach- 
ing. We felt like making our wills, dreading all the time that we 
should have nothing to leave at the finish, but that our foreign 
cousins would divide our estate between them. But the Egyptian 
physic has pulled us together; we feel that we are as hale as ever 
we were. The whole nation will give Dr. Kitchener the finest testi- 
monial that physician ever had. 


1t was a glorious victory. The dash and rattle of it are worthy 
of the olden time. It reads as one of those big fights whose like 
we sometimes thought we should never look upon again. That 
there is a British flavour about the whole thing there is no denying. 
Just as no other nation has quite so glorious a record as our own, 
quite so many victories against overwhelming odds, quite so many 
little gems of valour, so could no other nation, we are justified in 
believing, have carried through this deadly fight with quite the 
same amount of nerve and dogged perseverance. However our 
leaders in diplomacy may bungle, there is always Tommy Atkins to 
put things right for us when the last push comes. He is a great 
man is Tommy. 


It is to be hoped that the British public and Press will do their 
best to show the Kaiser that we welcome his advances. There is 
no reason why we should sulk like schoolboys and nurture a grudge 
about something that was done in a fit of bad temper, probably 
regretted very soon after it was committed. No ruler of a Great 
Power could be expected to go much further than the German 
Emperor has gone in showing that he wants to be friends with us. 
His telegram of congratulation on the Egyptian victory may well 
cancel once and for ever the Kruger telegram that rightly caused 
such indignation in this country. 


See, also, how the German Press, always under official influence, 
has altered its tone anent the Transvaal. Here we see again the 
Emperor’s desire for cordial relations with this country. Don’t let 
us be churlish and ungracious and throw away our chances of 
making friends. Germany is, after all, the only country, save Italy, 
on the Continent with whom we have no radical difference. Let us 
welcome the Kaiser, invite him to England, and give him a hearty 
greeting to show that bygones are bygones. 


Look at America. Such a wonderful metamorphosis in the 
temper of a nation was probably never seen before. Never mind 
the motives, for the first time in the existence in the States we 
find the Union Jack cheered vociferously, and ‘‘God Save the 
Queen ”’ sung after ‘‘The Star Spangled Banner.” The two songs 
are sung with enthusiasm during the performances at many of the 
American theatres, the majority of the American newspapers are 
calling us brothers. Never mind the motives. They probably 
sprang from a selfish fount, but the original cause will soon fade 
away, not the effect. 


America has no more to gain from an alliance with Great Britain 
than we have from an alliance with her. No more, no less. To- 
gether, we neither of us need fear any combination; apart, we 
might feel it pretty badly. Let us reciprocate this newly-awakened 
feeling of kinship that has made itself felt across the Atlantic. We 
need not fall into America’s arms the first time of asking, but we 
can show that we should ngt be averse to a proper cordiality 
with our cousins over the water. On their side they must not be 
disappointed if we do not rush at it at first. 
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